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writhed in a lifelike manner, and he drew back his hands
with a slight movement of dislike. In a flash I remem-
bered the passage in Marius the Epicurean in which the
hero's dislike to serpents is so vividly described, and I
realised the description to be autobiographic. Later I had
occasion to note the same effect. My husband and I in the
early summer went down to Oxford so that I might meet
the Misses Pater at their brother's house. In the morn-
ing 1 had seen Mr. Pater's study at Brasenose, and was
as charmed with the beauty and austerity of the deco-
ration, as with the sense of quiet and repose. In the
afternoon it was proposed that I should be shown the
Hey Woods. My husband, always glad to handle the
oars, had, however, to consent to being rowed by one of
the boat attendants, for Mr. Pater with the timidity of a
recluse declined to trust himself to the unknown capabil-
ities of one whom he regarded rather as a townsman.
As Mr. Pater and I strolled through the wood I suddenly
noticed that my companion gave a little start and directed
my attention to what seemed of small interest. When,
however, we rejoined our companions Miss Pater asked
her brother if he had seen the dead adder lying on one
side of the path. "Oh, yes," he answered, turning hi&
head on one side with a gesture of aversion; " but I did
not wish Mrs. Sharp to see it."

If The Sonnets of this Century gained us pleasant
friendships it also brought upon us a heavy penalty. For,,
within the next year or two we were inundated with let-
ters and appeals from budding poets, from ambitious and
wholly ignorant would-be sonneteers, who sent sheafs of
sonnets not only for criticism and advice but now and
again with the request to find a publisher for them! A
large packet arrived one day, I remember, with a letter
from an unknown in South Africa. The writer explained
Ms poetical ambitions, and stated that he forwarded
for consideration a hundred sonnets. On examining the*                 |,

packet we found one hundred poems varying in length                  j

from twelve to twenty lines, but not a solitary sonnet                  '

among them I                                                                                    !

y reticence did keep.im Eossetti and not ' Mr. Eossetti,' as
